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HE present campaign necessity has led to the invention 

of an Automatic Spotless Candidate, constructed of 

papier mache, brass, fiddlestrings and glue, and guaranteed 

by its maker to be free from blemish. This will fill a want 

long felt by both the Democratic and Republican parties, and 

will not prevent the Greenback faction from procuring their 
favorite occupation by remaining out in the cold to howl. 

It is admitted that there is no real need of much machinery 
in a President, or that he weigh more than 250 pounds. 
The Automatic Candidate has a glass plate inserted before 
and behind for the convenience of the press, is so constructed 
as to make it impossible for him to write letters, and is abso- 
lutely free from trace of the objectionable characteristic known 
as a Record. Prior to the election he will be stuffed with 
thirty yards of message, eight of which he will grind out 
annually, and to his right hand will be affixed a rubber 
stamp with his name, worked’ by a toggle joint. 
When he is wound up this will work up and down 
with rapidity, and enable him to sign official documents 
with great regularity and dispatch. His cabinet will be chosen 
by random selection from a hat, which will give fully as much 
satisfaction as the methods hitherto pursued, and their sole 
duties will be to see that he is wound up every morning and 
oiled once a month. 

A mechanical President will be most desirable in times of 


Congressional disputes, for as the chances are at least even | 


that the right bill will be signed and the wrong one vetoed, 
he will give satisfaction in the long run. It is understood 
that both parties are now having one secretly constructed, to 
be used in case of necessity, and the probabilities are strong 
that the next campaign will be entirely run with dummies. 

* * * 


T the recent popular upheaval, two hundred Plumed 
Knights were in the procession. This showed the public 
exactly what a Plumed Knight is. A tinfoil hat, a spangled 
shirt, two feathers and a little kerosene, is the recipe. Mix 
well together, precede by a brass band, and trim with occas- 
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ional bursts of enthusiasm from small 7th Avenue boys. In 
case the supply of human material fall short, there is a large 
institution on the Hudson which can graduate numbers to suit, 
each already provided with a Record. 


* * * 


HE standard for political excellence furnished by our es- 
teemed Butler contemporary the Sw, has been adopt- 
ed by the good people of Orkano, Texas. They have elected 
the heaviest man in the city Mayor. When he sits on the 
Board of Aldermen he produces an effect. He weighs 380 
pounds. 
* * * 
66 IS, Biddy Muldoon, Moike is roisin’ in circumsthances. 
Lasht Thursday Moike kem home wid a tin hat and 
glimmer pants an wint out to shoot of Roman pinwheels fer 
Jimmy Blaine, an’ the nixt he was a howling fer Cleveland, 
an thin he goes out and whoops her up fer Butthler, 
an’ nixt noight he wallops Nick Cleary fer not gittin’ 
dhrunk wid him fer the glory av St. John. Bechune the four 
av thim Moike is doin’ glorious, an’ whin the poles are runnin’ 
Moike will cast four votes in sivin warruds, be the token, at 
sivin dollars each. The counthry is in danger, Biddy, but for 
downright, arnest, soul-sarchin’ warrud worruk, give me moi 
Moike an’ four candidates. 


* * * 


NEGRO died recently in Richmond, Va., aged 109, 
who never had been George Washington’s body- 
servant, and did not remember ever having seen him. The 
grandson of the prodigy has received flattering offers to 
lecture. 
* * * 


66 ARTIES hearing anything drop on or about the 4th 
of November, the current year, will please remember 
that my address is Augusta, Maine. F. G. B.” 
+ * * 


R. BLAINE may not have incurred large personal ex- 
penses in his recent triumphal expedition up the Hud- 
son, but in the event of his election to the Presidency he may 
find plenty of channels in which hecan be useful to his friends 
of the N. Y. Central, and we doubt much if he prove a dead- 
head in this enterprise. 
* * * 


R. DEPEW recently made sixteen speeches all in one 
day, no two being alike. 
If Mr. Reidlaw White was not in the way, what a splendid 
Minister to England we might have under President Blaine’s 
administration ! 
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SHE DOTES UPON HIS VERY ABSENCE. 


Rector’s Wife (to young Mrs. Montague Brown): WHAT! YOUR HUSBAND HAS GONE TO TOWN 
AND LEFT YOU AGAIN FOR ANOTHER WEEK! A NICE WAY TO TREAT YOU! I THOUGHT YOU SAID HE 
WAS SO CHARMING. 

Mrs. M. B.: SO 1 DID, AND IS NOT THAT HIS GREATEST CHARM? 


A LOVE GAME. She was a pretty and frank coquette, 

And her wrist was round as she tried to play, 
But never a ball could she touch—and yet 

She tossed with her racket his heart away. 
Serve and return were one that day ; 

She missed till her dainty cheek grew red ; 
He won the set, as a bold youth may, 

But the little maid won the game—they said ! 


HE was a pretty and frank coquette, 
He was a lad in his Freshman year, 
And they stood on the lawn by the tennis net, 
With nobody by to see or hear ; 

The sun was bright and the sky was clear, 
As he foolishly bent his tall young head, 
And whispered the rules in her list’ning ear— 
For she did not know the game, she said. 





ROTI! 


L’ENVOI. 
She was a pretty and frank coquette, Such are the chances of war, I fear, 
And her ripe lips met in the sweetest pout, At tennis, when people at odds are set, 
While over her eyes the arch brows met And one is a lad in his Freshman year, 
As she studied the meaning of “in” and “out”; And one is a pretty and frank coquette ! 
And half in shyness and half in doubt B. E. M. 


Questioned, with low voice highly bred, 
What this and what that were all about— 
For she did not know the game, she said. | elo de se—Captain Kidd. 
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BOOMLETS. 


F Mrs. Lockwood cannot refute the rumor that she wears 


a false bang, which has gained currency, she had best . 


withdraw. 
* a * 


M R. SUBSIDY POMEROY has subsidyd, sp to speak. 


* * * 
T HE Young Republican Club of Brooklyn has announced 
to the world that it approves of Mr. Blaine. 
Of course this settles the whole campaign, and such unap- 
proved specimens as Cleveland and Butler had better “ cl’ar 


de track.” 
* * * 


R. GROVER CLEVELAND is the tool of monopoly. 
That is why Chauncey M. Depew, the attorney of 
the New York Central Railroad, is “touting” for the Blaine 


circus. 
* ok * 


MR. BLAINE ON THE LITTLE ROCK MATTER. 


66 Y whole connection with the road has been as open 

as the day. That is why I requested Fisher to 
keep my name quiet. If there had been anything to conceal 
about it, I should never have touched it, as a proof of which I 
offer my words “ Burn this letter” in evidence. And how 
any one can see anything in my playfully remarking that I 
never had any transactions of any kind with Thomas A. 
Scott, after selling him $100,000 worth of bonds, that is not 
consistent with the strictest integrity and a high sense of 
honor, is beyond my ken.” 








POEMS BY THE WIFE OF THE HON. MR. 
ODOM OF TEXAS. 


HERE is probably only one way to explain the publica- 
tion of Mary Hunt McCaleb’s “ Poems,” in attractive 
blue and gold covers, on heavy linen paper. Either Mrs. Mc- 
Caleb or her second husband, to whom the book is dedicated, 
the Hon. T. L. Odom, of Texas, has had the temerity to pay 
a good round sum to the publishers for the job with the in- 
ducement, perhaps, that “the first five hundred copies will 
pay expenses and the profit on the next five hundred will be 
large.” Commercially the Messrs. Putnam have the good 
round sum, plus ten per cent. on all sales, which may amount 
to fifty cents in this case ; the Hon. T. L. Odom, of Texas, 
and wife own the plates (which are worth six cents a pound 
as old junk) and 495 copies of blue and gold poems (two cop- 
ies to a pound at five cents per pound). The Hon. Mr. Odom 
will soon realize that genius comes high. 
* * * 
UT there are some things to which the base shadow of 
gold should not be applied, and poetry is among them. 
Mr. Odom may find a full compensation for all pecuniary 





loss, as he sits by his fireside in Runnels County in the long 
evenings the coming winter, and reads such verses as this : 


“ Engaged to a girl and not kiss her, 
Is something we don’t understand ; 

. Why, I never can sit by my darling 
Without slyly squeezing her hand.” 


And then he may turn the leaves to the poem dedicated to 
himself and, with a heart full of pride and a realization of his 
own grandeur, read of his advent to the desolate heart of the 
widow McCaleb : , 


** When suddenly, flashing through the night, 
A star of grandest power 
Threw its radiant, brilliant light 
Over life’s drooping flower.” 
* * * 
HERE may, however, be a drop of bitterness in Mr. 
Odom’s cup of joy when he reads the lines in memory 
of the late Mr. McCaleb. The death of her first husband in 
1882 had a direful effect on the poetess. She sings: “The 
voiceless sorrow in my breast is crushed and crystalized in 
tears,” and through these tears the widow gazes upon “ The 
weary waste of coming years.” A pang of jealousy may pos- 
sibly pass through the breast of Mr. Odom when he realizes 
that he is part of the “ weary waste ;” but there is a touch- 
ing poem at the end of the volume, called “Two Loves,” 
which satisfactorily adjusts matters between the late Mr. 
McCaleb, in the spirit world, and the Hon. Mr. Odom, in 
Texas. The concluding stanzas are the gems of the volume, 
and it would be injustice to the poetess not to quote them: 


‘If from your fair celestial home, 
My dear one, you can see 
Another walk beside me in 
The path you walked with me ; 
If I should lean my weary head 
On his protecting breast, 
I know it cannot trouble, dear, 
Your sweet, eternal rest. 


‘* Your place, my darling, still is yours, 
And still I wear your ring, 
And hold your image in my heart, 
A sacred, holy thing ; 
And he, who would so tenderly 
Lift up my broken life, 
Is faithful still in memory 
To his immortal wife.” 


In explanation of the last line it is necessary to add that 
Mr. Odom was a widower when he married Mrs. McCaleb. 
DROCH. 
* * * 
66 HEN did Life Begin?” is the title of a book by 
Mr. G. Hilton Scribner, published by Charles 
Scribner’s Sons. It is almost incredible that such an intelli- 
gent firm should go to the expense of getting out a book, 
when a postal card to this office would have solved the 
mystery so easily. 














IMPERTINENTLY PERTI- 
NENT. 
HEY stood on “the Rialto;” 
many of them. The atmos- 
phere seemed almost full of actors. 
Said one: “ It was in 1876. I 
remember it very well. It was the 
first year I was supporting Booth, | 
and—” 
Said another: ‘ Who was sup- 
porting you that year?” 
Tableau. Quick curtain. 





MOSQUITO BITES. 


LEADERS at the bar—Mos- 
quitoes. 





THE bashful and gentle mos- 
quito is the Wendell Phillips of 
animals.—Graphic. 





THE mosquito does things by 
in-stingt. 





THE song of the mosquito is 
Hum, Sweet Hum! 





A MOSQUITO minds his own 
bizzyness. 





THE worship of Isis was peculiar 
to the ancient Egyptians, although 
it would seem more appropriate 
to the Coolies or the Chilians. 


Van Dyke: 

Browne : 

Van Dyke: 
TO HIM! 


SKELETON PLOTS FOR NOVELISTS. 


i fear that the art of novel-writing is dying out, Mr. 

Walter Besant has been prescribing rules for atrabila- 
rious authors who would become proficient in the art. The 
public is vainly clamoring for new books ; and as a spur to 
novel-writing, which is sadly languishing for the want of raw 
recruits, nothing could be more opportune than Mr. Besant’s 
“Art of Fiction” at this time. 

Poets often contend, as an apology for the limping gait of 
the verse, that Parnassus is a precipitous ascent; whereas the 
novelist is less beset with peril in the fertile fields of fiction 
which invite his view, whereof he may say: 


“Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other climes’ fertility.” 


But this is not strictly true. The poet converts his ink-pot 
into a Hippocrene and spurs his Pegasus into a lively jog-trot 
by means of a rhyming dictionary, while the novelist, wildly 
endeavoring to entangle the reader into a skein of romance, 
or evolve a plot, “ builds, like AZsop, in the air.” The novelist 
has no aid to the imagination, such as a rhyming dictionary 





NO, BORROWED. 
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AT THE CLUB. 


AND THE DOG-CART DON’T BELONG TO HIM, EH ? 


HE’S POOR AND ONLY HALF IN SOCIETY. 


JULIUS C&SAR! AND I TOOK THE TROUBLE TO BE CIVIL 


or a pipeful of opium afford. So with due consideration for 
the poet, Mr. Walter Besant cannot be impugned when he 
says that the novelist has the hardest task. 

But the novelist has a duty before him in making the most 
of his gifts ; and as life without novels, which are its chief 
source of romance, would be as humdrum as the drone of a 
bag-pipe, the mechanical genius of the age ought to invent 
some means for facilitating their production. And this means 
could be supplied by furnishing skeleton plots, in the use of 
which,and the type-writer,novel-writing would become as easy 
a process as turning a crank. We would therefore suggest to 
Mr. Crawford, W. Clarke Russell, Mr. Howells, “Ouida,” and 
Mr. Besant, who are averaging the pitiful number of three or 
four novels each a year, that they advertise for skeleton plots, 
as mechanical aids to their art. It is so seldom that we get a 
new novel from their halting pens that, with their well-known 
facility of production, at least one novel a week would be the 
result of using skeleton plots. The critics would be supremely 
happy if they might hear from Mr. Crawford or ,“ Ouida” 
once a week. Who knows but that the author of “ Bread- 
Winners ” might be cajoled from his perch where he broods 
with folded wings ! H. V.S. 
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THE QUEEN’S WOMEN. 





A TALE OF THE DAY-AFTER-TO-MORROW. 





Four-told by 
ROBERT NOTT ULYSSES, JOHN BULL OH’ REALLY, 
D. F. OF YALE, AND J. T. SPOKESHAVE. 


CHAPTER III. 


HE 29th of November, 1984, was the day which the 
Republicans had chosen for the overthrow of the new 
American monarchy and the hoisting of the old stars and 
stripes—so long the symbol of freedom. On the evening 
before that momentous Tuesday, a meeting of the conspira- 
tors was held at Sir James Joker’s residence in New York. 
He then explained the details of the scheme and assigned to 
every man his duty. The proclamation of Republicanism was 
to be read at the military camp at West Point, at 24 o’clock, 
noon. 





“Gentlemen,” said Sir James, impressively, as he held | 


aloft a measure of wine. “ Here’sto raising the flag on the 
morrow.” 

“Gentlemen,” said Gabriel, lifting an overflowing bumper 
to his lips, “‘ Here’s to raising the flagon to-night.” 

And amid deep silence, these fearless patriots drained their 
glasses. Little they recked of the consequences of the bold 
attempt; they were conscious that they were fighting for the 
right, although they eventually got left. 


History has recorded the émeute on the banks of the Hud- | 


son, the seizure of the little band, and their public trial in 
Boston. History, however, says nothing of the morning 
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some two weeks before, when Georgy Wonder had refused 
Gabriel Coupon, because she thought he still loved Mrs. 
Sozodont Carey; nor is any mention made of the ardent 


| affection of Martha Sherman for Sir James Joker, and her 
| unhappiness when her friend, Miss Wonder, sailed for Eng- 


land. Nevertheless, all these things are so, and it was 
Martha Sherman, on the morning of the trial, who left the 
breakfast table and looked at the prisoners and their cortége, 
as they passed beneath the window. 

Through the midst of the dense crowd marched the sol- 
diers, and in the security of the hollow square formed by 
their resolute ranks, walked the Earl of Bar Harbor and Sir 
James—dusty and fatigued. 

“Papa,” said Martha, with admiration, “see how these 
brave men march to almost certain death. They are two 
martyrs.” 

“What?” asked the officer of the crown, grimly. “To- 
matoes? Yes, you are correct. They are very seedy.” 

People say that Miss Sherman’s sudden death was caused 
by hearing the news of her lover’s military execution, but the 
shock given her by her father’s words, without doubt, was 
the beginning of the end, and undermined her fragile con- 
stitution. 

Gabriel and the rest of his fellow conspirators received 
terms of fifteen years each at hard labor, and were tem- 
porarily quartered in Ludlow street jail to await transporta- 
tion. 

When sentence was pronounced against the venerable 
Duke of Croton, his eldest son, who was present in the 
court-room, was affected to tears and sobbed aloud in his 
anguish. 
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“There’s music in the heir,” quoted the judge face- 
tiously. 

“Your Honor,” said the gray-haired nobleman. “One 
who is so extremely punnish, should not punish another so 
extremely.” j 

He, thereby, escaped with a twelve-year sentence, for the 
justice, however near-sighted, could always recognize a wit, 
though seldom a witness. 

In the meantime, Mrs. Carey, satisfied with the fullness of 
her vengeance, had gone to London, where the exiled Presi- 
dent of the United States was waiting for better times. 

Poor little Georgy Wonder, in her English home, was 
sighing and longing for the man whom she loved, but as for 
him—he was locked up in Sing Sing—a prison from which 
there is no possibility of escape, no hope of deliverance. 
’T was easier far, for a dead man to repass the Gates of 
Death, than for a convict to walk out through the portals of 
that penitentiary. 





[Zo $. 7. Spokeshave, Esq.— 

DEAR JACK: How is that for a neat ending to my chapter? I 
am sorry that I have got the hero and heroine so hopelessly sepa- 
rated. Gabriel and Georgy have got to be re-united, if it costs a 
leg, and you must somehow get him through these impassable 
gates. Heaven prosper you in the task ! 

Regretfully yours, ‘‘D. F. of Yale.’’] 





CHAPTER IV. 

ET us now transfer the scene to London, and at a cer- 

tain second-class inn, in a poor-looking part of the 

great city. Above the building floated the tattered flag which 

had once proudly waved over the White House in Washington, 

and its presence signified that the Executive of the New 

World’s fallen republic was lodging with his cabinet in the 
hotel beneath. 

It was evening, and in one of the larger parlors was assem- 
bled a motley company. At one end of the room, seated in 
a chair of state, was a middle-aged man. His prominent nose 
and large hands (in which rasping fish-lines had seared many 
a rut) proclaimed him to be the exiled President. Among 
those present were our old acquaintances, Mrs. Sozodont 
Carey and Bumley Barkins. Solomon Wonder and Georgy 
Wonder were there also, and the latter looked pale and care- 
worn as she thought of her Gabriel, immured in Sing Sing 
across the sea. She had heard from him only once since his 
incarceration, and he had again assured her of his everlasting 
love. In answer she had sent him back word that she had 
changed her mind and would marry, and that her father 
would attempt his rescue. Two months had slipped past, 
and yet no tidings of his welfare had reached her. The 
guests discussed in anxious whispers the prospects of possi- 
ble ice cream, and the probabilities of eagerly-desired cham- 
pagne, but many of them kept Mumm, for they were extra-dry. 

Suddenly a commotion at the door of the room attracted 
the attention of all in that direction. Two men entered hast- 
ily and advanced toward the President. The first and older 
of the twain had slapped His Excellency on the back and 
asked him if he had a cigarette about him, almost before that 
august individual had recognized his old supporter, Charles 
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Bunkridge, quondam Duke of Croton, who had escaped from 
prison. The second of the new-comers stood with folded 
arms and averted countenance. ' 

“Welcome, in the name of the Republic,” said the Presi- 
dent. ‘Who are you.” 

“The Republic is dead ; long live the Queen,” replied the ~ 
young man. “Iam yours for health, Gabriel Coupon, Earl 
of Bar Harbor.” 

And without another word, he passed over the prostrate 
form of a somnolent hall-boy and started for the elevator. 

Solomon Wonder noticed that Mrs. Carey grew faint, al- 
though she retained her blooming complexion, and he heard 
her murmur, as she saw Gabriel’s eyes meet Georgy’s— “I am 
not yet revenged, although I bode my time !” 

“ You ‘Il have to bode it a little longer,” said Mr. Wonder, 
politely, as he went on making love to her. 

The next afternoon, a lonely little girl with downcast eyes 
started for her usual constitutional on the Thames Embank- 
ment. 

“Why did Gabriel ignore me last night ?” she asked her- 
self, and then she thought of the message she had sent him. 

“Miss Wonder,” said a familiar voice. 

She looked quickly up, and saw him standing before her. 

“ Georgy,” he almost whispered, “is it true that you intend 
to marry ?” 

“Yes, Gabriel,” she replied, “ if—— 

“If what ?” he asked, eagerly. 

“If you will have me,” she answered, coyly, and the even- 
ing bells, which just then pealed a merry chime, seemed to 
have a sort of an engagement ring. 

A twelve-month later, as they were sitting by their fireside 
in Coupon Cottage, Georgy suddenly said to her husband : 

“Do you remember Mrs. Carey’s threat to be revenged 
upon you, Gabriel ?” 

“Yes,” he said, expectantly. 

“‘ She has done it,” Mrs. Coupon replied. 
in town, she married my father. 
law.” 

Gabriel groaned. 

“Whatever became of the Duke of Croton and Bumley 
Barkins ?” he inquired, a moment later. 

“The former lost his life in Venice,” said his wife, sadly. 
“One night he was drowned in the turbid waters of a dark, 
eerie canal. As for Barkins, he is now living in a bleak house 
in Bleecker Street, with a cat and a fiddle.” 

“ Hey, diddle, diddle. A cat and a fiddle,” cried Gabriel, 
merrily. ‘“ Answer me, Georgy ; when did the cow jump over 
the moon ?” 

“In leap year,” she murmured, and all unconsciously, their 
eyes sought the gilt frame above the mantel-piece, in which 
hung a photograph labelled, “The Queen Swimmin’.” 


” 


“ This morning, 
She is now your mother-in- 


THE END. 


[Editor of Lire: I send you, C. O. D., our combination 
novel, ‘‘ The Queen’s Women.” I am sure you will not pro- 


nounce the literary style monotonous, since—although it is a 

short story—four-fifths of the able-bodied voters in Boston have 

contributed to its production, Yours hopefully, J. T. Spokeshave, 
per CARLSBAD. } 
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SLIGHT DRAWBACK TO MR. BLAINE 
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R. BLAINE’S PROGRESS. 

























































MY OSTRICH. 


FEW years ago I owned 
and operated a small 
farm in New England. 
It was one of the 
stoniest farms in a sec- 
tion where blasting was 
a popular substitute for 
plowing, and the crops 
were so meagre that I 
was in danger of star- 
vation. 

It happened that 
while trying to devise a 
remedy for this evil, I 
went to a“ great moral 

show” which visited our town. I noticed with pleasure 
that the showman in his set descriptive speech about 
the animals didn’t confound the elephant with the giraffe 
more than twice, but my interest began to flag, when 
he came to ostrich. As I listened to the description 
of this bird’s fondness for petrean free lunches, and 
stone fence banquets, it occurred to me that this was the best 
remedy for a stony farm. I bought him and bore him home 
in triumph, or, to adhere more strictly to the truth, in a hand- 
cart. 

My plan worked to perfection. In amonth the ostrich had 
eaten all the stone on the place, and a brick pile I had col- 
lected to build a new stable. I would rather have lost all my 
other agricultural implements than that bird. _ It is true his 
voice was not pleasing—if 1 had such a voice I would make 
my fortune by keeping still, and realize the maxim that “ Si- 
lence is golden,” but I didn’t care for minor inconveniences. 

A few weeks passed. Owing to the daily efforts of the os- 
trich, the surrounding country began to assume a decidedly allu- 
vial character. The ostrich began to grow thin and pale with 
hunger. One afternoon I missed him, and, though already 
the shades of night were falling like a thousand of brick, I set 
out in search of him. I had not gone far, when happening to 
look over the wall of the village grave-yard, I saw the bird, 
reveling, like an epicure, in the rich feast which it afforded. 
Tombstone after tombstone rolled down his throat with a 
hollow roar, and it took half an hour to drive him away. 

Shortly after this occurrence a young friend of mine, one 
John W. Smythe (how few people named Smith can spell 
their name!) made me a short visit. Mr. S. was inclined to 
be rather dissolute. He was really a “brick,” and was so 
hard that the ostrich tried to eat him. I had to put the bird 
in a solitaryycell, on nail and water diet, till his departure. 

The next exploit of my ostrich was to swallow my watch, 
and all the silver ware, he having managed to get into the 
house through the carelessness of a servant. This diet did n’t 
agree with him, and before the loss was discovered his symp- 
toms puzzled me considerably. When I noticed the absence 
of the articles I at once suspected their whereabouts. I had 
already called in a doctor, who thought the bird had mice in 
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his alimentary canal. We were just about to send the cat 
down after them, when the truth occurred to me, and I men- 
tioned it to the doctor. He advised an emetic, as the only 
means of recovering the lost property. 

No sooner had the physician administered the emetic than 
before he could get out of range, the usual effect was pro- 
duced on the ostrich. The air was filled, as in the discharge 
of a mittrailleuse, with flying missiles ; a rock knocked a hole 
in the doctor’s hat, while a neighboring woodshed was rid- 
dled with nails, silver forks and brick. 

This, added to his other escapades, made me resolve to get 
rid of my pet. The next day I loaded my rifle and fired at 
him, but he caught the bullet in his mouth and walked off 
with a nonchalant air. At last a happy thought struck me. 
I tied the ostrich’s legs and took him aboard a skiff, and, 
after I had pushed into deep water, dropped him overboard. 
Loaded down with hardware he sunk without a struggle, and 
the spot where his body lay is now marked py a reef. 

PAUL EATON. 





LOST LOVE. 


By the author of ‘‘ 19 Romances of the Century,” ‘‘ Is Death Worth 
Dying,” ‘‘ A Dialogue of Human Misery,” etc. 


N arustic seat ina dewy garden, where only the whir- 

ring insects and rasping katydids broke the stillness of 

the night air, Sappho Pennyroyal and Adelbert Worthington 

sat beneath a brooding shade tree, through which the silver 
moon sifted its soft light. 

“Why so sad, Adelbert ?” said Sybil, as she leaned forward 
with a look of unutterable yearning in her deep gray eyes and 
laid her lily hand on her shoulder. 

“I know not, love,” said Adelbert with drooping eyelids 
and a sigh that betokened a dreamy sense of pain, “ whether 
the seat of my melancholy is in the ganglionic system, or 
whether its ovules are generated in what Kant, for the want of 
a better name to represent the snuffing out of the inner light 
whereby we comprehend the nature of things, calls the ‘as- 
phyxied ’ soul.” 

The sigh that escaped his wan lips caused a trembling au- 
tumn leaf to flutter from the bough over their heads and fall 
in Sybil’s lap. 

With a sympathetic sigh which expressed her own mind’s 
unrest, Sybil brushed the leaf aside and gazed absently 
through the quivering moonlight into the hazy distance, while 
a pearly tear, which could not be mistaken for a dew-drop 
although the mist was falling, slowly trickled down her pale 
face. 

“O, Adelbert,” she murmured in soft ¢remo/o, “1 cannot 
bear to see you so disconsolate. It makes me almost distrust 
your love for me; for why should love make one so sad ?” 

“ Love ?” echoed Adelbert, with an almost pitiful empha- 
sis, as if he failed to comprehend the word. “ Love, Sybil?” 
and he tenderly twined his taper fingers in her raven hair. 
“ Ah, Sybil, how little we know what love is!” 

“ Are you not well, Adelbert ?” 

“IT am extremely well, dear,” he replied adjusting his chest 
protector. ‘“ But list to me, Sybil, ere I go hence. The soul, 
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A QUADRUPED. 


YES. 


THEN WHAT ’S A SNAKE? A stomach-ped ? 


which contains the lost literature of the mind, is also a picture 
gallery wherein photographs of our loved ones are preserved, 
together with images of such objects as excited the affections 
zons ago. When these images are blended into a generic 
whole, it is only by exercising the visualising instinct, whose 
range, Francis Galton says, lies between perfection and 
nothingness, that the soul selects the portrait of its counter- 
part with which it must enter into close affinity before it can 
realize the thing we call love!” 

Stooping over to shake a little green worm from the hem 
of Sybil’s lustrous robe of mauve satin, Adelbert continued 
with an effort of self composure, while the nightingales stopped 
their singing to listen to the sweet cadences of his rich voice. 

“ The visualising instinct is rare in such poetic natures as 
mine. In a sacramental calm, like a sensitive musical instru- 
ment which vibrates at the slightest touch, my soul is ex rap- 


BESSIE, WHAT’S A CREATURE WITH four LEGS 


AND A CREATURE WITH /fwo LEGS IS A BIPED ? 
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CAMPAIGN ANECDOTE. 


66 SEE Stephen,” remarked Major 

Blaine to Mr. Elkins, “that a great 
many people think that these last Fisher 
letters knock spots out of my chances for 
the Presidency. Now could n’t we get up 
something to knock the spots out of my 
record and in that way make things even 
again?” 

“’Fraid not, James. We have n’t got 
enough soap, and lie isn’t a very strong 
element in influencing votes.” 

“ Well, is there no other way?” re- 
marked the candidate, picking up his rec- 
ord published as Document No. 41144. 

“H’m,” said Elkins, thoughtfully taking 
the paper from his leader. “ We might, we 
might—” 

“ Might what?” 

“ Burn this!” 

This accounts for Mr. Blaine’s short stay 
in New York. 





Goop men like fine watches, may be 
known by their works. 





AT THE EDGE OF A SHOWER. 


ROM the curtains of gray and of gold, 
From the vaporous regions of cloud, 
A delicate jewel was rolled, 
Like a diamond out of a shroud. 
And I—who was there with the crowd, 
Without an umbrella—suppose 
That the maid of the mist was allowed 
To weep on the end of my nose. 
C. 7. %. 


A MOSQUITO is like a theatre—it has 
wings and flies. 





port with the sweet influences of the present and the dreamy 
past. But ere my heart-strings cease to vibrate with the music 
of unheard symphonies exerted by fair women in the long 
ago, whose memory now agitates my soul, the low-voiced ac- 
cents of another—it may be the silent influences of your own 
sweet face, sweeps the tender chords; and mzradzle dictu / 
the melodic phrases of the soul are blurred, until they become 
an inharmonious cacophony of vague sounds; and one by one 
the ideals which I vainly consider a part of my existence and 
weave into the fabric of my dreams, fade away and leave me 
naught but sad thoughts and a dreary emptiness of feeling— 
a phantasmal desolation which prefigures the eclipse of love.” 

Adelbert, swaying with emotion, let his head fall between 
his knees and gave vent to his grief in a sonata appasstonata 
of sobs and sighs. 

The skeleton eye-glasses, which were lightly perched on his 








pate 











nose, fell to the ground, and the right lens striking a pebble 
was shattered into fragments. 

Suddenly Sybil put forth a white arm. “Here, Adelbert,” 
she said, shaking two little white pellets from a small phial 
which she had industriously sought for in her chatelaine bag, 
“ take these; you will feel better in the morning.” 

She knew his moods. 

The moon hung low in the sky. A faint breeze, odorous 
with the balm of oleanders, rustled the leaves overhead. Then 
Adelbert staggered to his feet, and kissing the tips of his fin- 
gers to Sybil disappeared like a noiseless shadow in the 
gloom. : ‘ 

Soon she heard the faint dip of oars in the lake; and as the 
sickly pale moon with a mournful look of tenderness and re- 
gret sank beneath the shaggy hills, she picked up her copy of 
Plato, readjusted her back hair, and moved silently, like a 
mysterious Hamadryad in a trance, to her vine-clad boudoir. 

H. V. S. 





WATERMELON is good but a grateful nation stands ready 
to erect a statue to any ingenious gardener who by copious 
and consistent grafting shall at last achieve the production of 
brandy-and-watermelon. 
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MR. BLAINE’S TOUR. 


OT content with emulating Mr. Horace Greeley as a 

bad candidate for the Presidency, Mr. Blaine has 

shown his appreciation of that gentleman’s wisdom, and, in 

accordance with his advice, has “gone West.” It is to be 

hoped that the hero of the hour will not stop short of Salt 

Lake City, for a few weeks there will serve to fit him for the 

rigid hardships of his intended trip up the Salt River early in 
November. 

Thanks to the generosity of that anti-monopoiistic corpora- 
tion, the New York Central Railroad, Mr. Blaine was fur- 
nished with a special train for his transport, and the Hon. 
Chauncey M. Depew, whose well-known opposition to mo- 
nopolies of every sort has gained him the proud title of the 
Workingman’s Friend, was deputed to go along with the can- 
didate to speak a few words of encouragement, so as to make 
people believe in spite of themselves that Mr. Blaine has a 
ghost of a show. 

Mr. Depew spoke so well that a rumor has gained cur- 
rency that he almost believes in Blaine himself. 

Thanks also to Mr. Elkins, suitable “crowds” were fur- 
nished at all the principal stopping points en route. 

The first stop made at Yonkers was but a forerunner of 





MUSICAL. 


é<¢ JT WISH,” said Noggins, “ that 

Thomas would get his or- 
chestra to play that thing of Han- 
del’s where they commence with 
fifty performers and stop one by 
one, leaving the stage until only one 
musician is left.” 

“Yes,” replied Jings, “I’d like 
to hear that. Something like a piece 
of Wagner’s I heard last winter.” 

“How ’s that ?” 

“Well, you see, when they started 
there were about four hundred peo- 
ple in the audience, and as they got 
on and commenced to shoot music 
into all four quarters of the globe, 
the folks began to git. When the 
affair came to an end there were 
only thirteen people left in the 
building !” 

“ How did they stand it ?” 

“Oh, all right. They were all 
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NOT THAT HE LOVED CESAR LESS. 


deaf mutes from the Island. They 


Yohnny: MA, MAY I TAKE THE BABY CARRIAGE, I WANT TO PLAY WITH | Can tell how the music sounds by 


IT FOR A LITTLE WHILE? 


the air that comes out of the in- 


Mother ; WELL, JOHNNY, | SHOULD THINK YOU MIGHT ASK TO TAKE BABY | ctryments. Fine thing that !” 


TOO; YOU KNOW THAT THE NEW NURSE HAS NOT ARRIVED YET. I AM AFRAID 
YOU DON’T LOVE YOUR LITTLE BROTHER VERY MUCH, JOHNNY. 





Fohnny : OH, YES I DO, MA; HE SHALL COME TOO; HE’LL MAKE A SPLEN- |  !T’Sa Weiss man knows his own 
DID FIREMAN. BILLY GUBBINS HAS HIS MOTHER’S CLOTHES LINE, THE CAR- | beer. 


RIAGE WILL BE THE FIRE ENGINE AND THERE’LL BE ABOUT TWENTY BOYS TO 


PULL. WE’LL MAKE THINGS HUM! 








RIGHT-ABOUT FACE—The hair. 
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all the rest. The enthusiasm was intense. The train thun- 
dered into the dépot amid the wild plaudits of the “whole 
population,” as Mr. Depew delicately termed the three hun- 
dred men, five women and two dogs present. Mr. Blaine, 
having been introduced, spoke somewhat as follows : 
CITIZENS OF YONKERS: 

Iam honored by your kind reception. It is, as you all 
know, purely a matter of favoritism as to who gets the Presi- 
dency of the United States. I can fully appreciate, fellow 


citizens, the various channels in which it is possible for you | 


to be useful to me. I hope that next November you will all 
cast a few anchors to the windward in my behalf. Give my 
kind regards to all your wives, and believe that though cre- 
mation may overtake the body of him who stands before 
you, the large, luminous letters writ deep on my memory, 
describing the pleasures of this hour, shall always be labeled : 
“Do Not Burn These Letters, 
JAMES G. BLAINE.” 


The band then played the Mulligan Guard March, and 
Mr. Depew passed around the hat, as the train left the 


dépot amid the cheers of the Blaine men in the crowd, the | 
smiles of the Cleveland men, and the yelps of the two dogs. | 


Taking this reception as a fair sample of all the rest Mr, 
Blaine should not be begrudged the comfort which he must 
receive from reading the New York 7rzbune. 
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| RENDER VNTO $CIS§OR$ THOSE 
THINGS WHICH ARE $CISSORS > 


THE END OF THE SUMMER. 


SHE. 
« ND so you are going, you tel] me, to-morrow ? 
I’ll miss you so much, Mr. Brown ; 
But the world, as you know, is o’erflowing with sorrow— 
They tell me it’s lively in town ; 
I’m sorry you’re off ; good-bye ; thank you kindly 
For reading me all those nice books.” 
(He did n’t propose, as I thought he would, blindly ; 
He’s not such a fool as he looks.) 


HE. 


‘* Oh, yes, it is true, I am going to-morrow ; 
Good-night and good-bye, Miss Grace ; 

And there ’s always a bane for the world of sorrow 
In thinking of your fair face. 

Ah, me, but these partings are sad beyond reason ! 
Do n’t laugh—it is n’t a tear.” 

(I’m hanged if I come to this place next season— 
I’ve had a close shave this year.) 

—Puck, 
“Don’t lie much on the left side,” says the writer. No, if you 
must lie do it on the winning side.—Burlington Free Press. 





From the number of Lungs mentioned in the Chinese dis- 
patches, one would suppose that they are having a Presidential 
campaign over that way.—Ba/timore American. 


AFTER the Mulligan episode, should not Blaine be regarded 


| 
| 
as a man of letters ? | 














TWO HISTORICAL 


BOYS’-BOOKS. 


THE WAR FOR INDEPENDENCE. 


Ralph, the Drummer Boy. 
A story of the Days of Washington. By Louis 


Rousselet. Translated by W. T. Gordon. 
Illustrated. 12mo. $1.50. 


THE WAR FOR THE UNION.- 


Captain Phil. 


A Boy’s experience in the Western Army during 
the War of the Rebellion. By M. M. Thomas. 
r2mo. $1.50. 


HENRY HOLT & CO., New York. 





Cavanagh, Sanford & Co., 


Merchant Tailors 
and Importers, 
16 WEsT 23d STREET, 
Opposite 5th Ave, Hotel, NEW YORK. 


MAKERS OF 


THE SHIRT 
PAJAMAS AND © eS) UNDERWEAR. 


GRADY & McKEEVER, 
LATE 


RENNER & COMPANY, 


DEALERS IN 


FINE ARTS. 


Designers and Manufacturers o1 
EVERY DESCRIPTION OF PICTURE FRAMES, 
No. 719 SIXTH AVE., NEw York. 

| FACTORY, 218 W. 42d STREET. 
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No one can furnish 


“Old Crow” Rye 
Sour-Mash Whiskey 


unless purchased from us. 
We have taken every barrel 
made since Fanuary, 1872. 
We have also HERMIT- 
AGE three to seven years 
old, all sold absolutely pure, 
uncolored, unsweetened. 


H. B. KIRK & CO., 
69 Fulton St. & Broadway and 27th St. 
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Lundborg’s Perfume, Edenia. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Maréchal Niel Rose. 
Lundborg’s Perfume, Alpine Violet. 
Lundborg's Perfume, Lily of the Valley. 


Ereckelaers Towlet Soaps 


In calling the attention of the public to this 
line of Fine Toilet Soaps, manufactured by L. 
Eeckelaers, of Brussels, we confidently recommend 
them as being 


Unrivalled both ii in a and Perfume. 








By any Soaps, now offered, either oi home or 
foreign manufacture. All we ask is one trial, 
which we are satisfied will convince the most 
fastidious. 

The following are especially recommended : 
BouqueET OF VIOLETs, OPOPANAX, 
Woop VIOLETs, JOCKEY CLUB, 
WHITE ROSE, Rose BaBy Soap, 


E. FOUGERA & CO., N.Y. Agents. 
Sold by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers. 


Vol. Ill of - LIFE - Now Ready, 
durably bound, sent to any part of the United States for 
5.00. Address, 
Orrice or - LIF 
1155 BB 4 New Vork. 


MURRAY'S 
CHARCOAL TABLETS 


For Dyspepsia, Headache, Bad 
Breath, Sour Stomach. 
The Good Old Fashioned Remedy. 





25 cts. a box. 





DITMAN’S SEA SALT 


For producing a real sea bath at home. Send 
for circular. 
A. J. DITMAN, 


Broadway and Barclay Street, New York. 





“The Best Practical Art Magazine ” 


Is The Art Amateur, which gives, monthly, from 30 to 
44 folio pages of working designs (with full instructions), 
illustrationg and information relating to decorative and 
pictorial art. Invaluable to amateur artists. 

Home Decoration & FurnisHinc. (Z£xfert Advice 
Free.) 

Instruction in China, Oil and Water-color Painting, 
Wood-carving, Etching, Dress, &c. Art Needle-work De- 
signs from the Royal School,South Kensington,a specialty. 

The Art Amateur includes among its contributors 
Theodore Child, Clarence Cook, Edward Strahan, Roger 
Riordan, Camille Piton, Benn Pitman, Louise McLaughlin, 
Constance C, Harrison and Mary Gay Humphreys. 

Subscription, $4.00 a year; 35 cents a number. Speci- 
men copy 25 cents, ¢/ this advertisement is mentioned. 


MONTAGUE MARKS, Pablisher, 23 Union Square, N. Y. 


“VIENNA” 
ICED COFFEE. DELICIOUS. 


SERVED ONLY AT 


Common Sense Lunch Room, 
135 BROADWAY (cor. Cedar St.), 
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Membership Fee, $5. Annual Cost about $12 for $5,000 Accident Insurance, with $25 
Weekly Indemnity, $10,000 Insurance, with $50 Weekly Indemnity, at corresponding rates. 


HOW TO BECOME A MEMBER: 


Write for Circular and Application Blank, and when received fill out your application, 
inclose $5 and forward it to the Secretary at New York, on receipt of which a Policy will be 
promptly mailed to you. 


CHAS. B. PEET (of Rogers, Peet & Co.), Pres. 
JAMES R. PITCHER, Secretary. 


——COMMON SENSE BINDER—— 
FOR BINDING 
“LIFE: 

Cheap, Strong and Durable, 


Will hold 26 numbers. Mailed to any part of 
the United States for $1. 
Address, office of “* LIFE,” 1155 Broapway, N.Y. 


| DO YOU SLEEP? IF NOT, ORDER 


| sé VERVE 9» FROM YOUR 


DRUGGIST. 
7 For Men. ick, , safe. Book free. 
| VE GOR crite cyte ration St New vont 





Oakley’ s Extract—Violette 

Oakley’s Extract—Lily a the Valley. 
Oakley’s Queen Cologne. 

Oakley’s Florida Water Bouquet Soap. 
Oakley’ s Flower Extract Soap—‘‘Jacque Roses.’ 


~ GEORGE MATHER’S SONS, 


PRINTING [NK, 


New YORK. 








60 JOHN ST., 








This paper is printed with our cut ink. 
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DO YOU SLEEP? 


NSOMNIA, the great curse of the Ameri- 
can people, is the direct result of Nervous 
Exhaustion, consequent 


upon Overwork, 


Worry, and Mental Strain. The common 
recourse of the sufferer, is to Opium, Mor- 
phine, Chloral, Bromides and other drugs 


whose continued use is fatal. 


VERVE. 


ONTAINS none of these substances. It 
is purely vegetable, acts directly upon 
the exhausted nerve centres, and by its tonic 
action, produces a. healthful, natural sleep, 
with no after effects. Two or three doses 
have cured permanently cases of Insomnia, of 
months’ standing. In Neuralgia, Nervous 
Headache and the loss of energy, following 
overwork or continued excitement, it is of 
inestimable value. Merchants and Business 
"men, Clergymen, Lawyers, Authors, and all 
persons subject to long-continued mental 
labor, will find natural sleep easily at hand 
with this remedy in their possession. Its con- 
tinued use is not necessary. In most cases 
six or eight doses will restore tone to the 
nervous system and enable the sufferer to 
sleep without further treatment. 
Order only from reliable druggists, or 


direct, enclosing $1, from the 


VERVE DEPOT, 


65 West 33rd Street, 
New York. 


SOLE AGENTS FOR U. S. AND CANADA. 





Send one, two, 
three or five dol- 
_ lars for a retail 
box, by express, of the t Candies in the world, put 
up in Laodbenns boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable for 
presents. Try it once, 


Address, C.F.GUNTHER, Confectioner, 


78 Mapison St., CHIcaco. 


DIAMONDS. 


Carefully matched pairs Fine O/d Mine Bril- 
liants, $50 to $3,000. 


A large assortment of Engagement Rings, from 
$15 to $1,000. 
Lace Pins, $10 up. 
Bracelets, $15 up. 
Collar Buttons, $5 up. 
Studs, $10 up. 
Diamonds Remounted in latest styles. 
Designs sent to any address, 
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THE LENOX PENS are the product of long and patient experiment 
best material. 


The Series is complete in Twelve Numbers, from which every writer can select 


THE BEST PEN 


For his or her peculiar style of penmanship. .~ by ga or sent by mail, in gross boxes, postpaid, for 
1.00 a Gross. 
*,* For the convenience of those who wish to test all the numbers of the series, we will send gross boxes 
of assorted pens, containing twelve of each number, for the regular gross price of $1.00, or one of each num- 
ber (12 pens) for 10 cents. 


by the most skillful artisans with the 


TAINTOR BROS., MERRILL & CO., 
18 and 20 Astor Place, New York City. 


- LIFE - For 1883 AND 1884. 


VOLS. 1,, Tf. any: G1, 





Vol. I., Jan. to June, 1883, inclusive; Vol. II., July to December, 1883, inclusive; Vol. III., Jan. to 
June, 1884, inclusive, durably bound, for sale at the publication office. Price, postage free, Vol. I., $10.00; 
Vol. II., $5.00; Vol. III., $5.co. To subscribers returning a complete set of Vol. II. or Vol. III., that 
Volume will be forwarded for $2.50. Address, 


Office of LIFE, 1155 Broadway, New York. 





And Diseases of the 
HEAD, THROAT & LUNGS! 
Can be taken athome. Nocase 
incurable when our > 
are properly answered. Write 
for circulars, testimonials, etc., 





CHILDS’ CATARRH 


Treatment For 


REY. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio. 























FINE CLOCKS. 


For Bridal Gifts and Holiday 
persents at exceptionally low | 
prices, Imported Noveltes_ in 
Clocks, Brass Antiques, French 
Marbles—new designs, Swiss and 
Vienna Clocks, and a fine selection 
of Bronzes, also, clocks in modern 
and antique style, our own manu- 










facture in wood and metal at retail : — 

until January Ist. | rut. 

NEW HAVEN CLOCK CO., b WViierace 
= 49 BroaoSt: 


16 & 18 Park Place, 
New York City. 
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AMUSEMENTS. 











DEN MUSEE. 55 WEST 23D ST. 
SPLENDID BUILDING. 

Wonderful Tableaux—Historic Groups—Men of all 
Times — Art and Science — Chamber of Horrors — Trip END 3cT. STAME 
Round the World in 600 yymecerts bye ay FOR ILLU ahd pine 

Musee open from 11 A.M. to 11 P. M. Sundays from 1 eh 
tor P.M. THEPOPE MFC CO. 

Concerts in the Winter Garden from 2 to 5 and 8 to 11. 


597 W/ASHN cT RONCTNN Q 
Admission to all, 50 cents. Children, 25 cents. 2 537 WASHN ST.,BUo TON.MASS. 
BRANCH HOUSE, 12 WARREN ST., NEW YORK. 


CYCLE 








(uticura 
POSITIVE CURE 


for every form of 


SKIN & BLOOD 
DISEASE, 


FROM 


PIMPLES to SEROFUI * 


TCHING, Scaly, Pimply, Scrofulous, Inherited, Con- 
I tagious, and Cre er Colored Diseases of the Blood, 
Skin and Scalp, with Loss of Hair, are positively cured by 
the CuTicurA REMEDIEs. 

Cuticura Resotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses 
the blood aud perspiration of impurities and poisonous 
elements, and removes the cause. 

Cuticura, the great Skin Cure, eary oa allays Itching 
and Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers 
and Sores, and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet 
Requisite, prepared from Curicura, is indispensable in 
treating Skin Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, 
Chapped and Oily Skin. 

Cuticura ReMeptes are absolutely pure and the only 
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If you do not use them, a trial will 
convince you that they have no equal. 
Two hundred millions sold in 1883. 

13 FIRST PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


WM. S. KIMBALL & CO. 








MANUFACTURERS ‘ 


ARTISTS MATERIAL 


OF ALL KINDS. 


FINE BRUSHES AND VARNISHES 


READY MIXED PAINTS, . WHITE 


infallible Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. DRY COLORS, COLORS 
Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 OR FULTON 8 Wil 


cents; Resolvent, $1. Prepared by Potrer DruG AND 
CueEmIcat Co., Boston, Mass. 


(2 Send for ** How to Cure Skin Diseases.” 


NEW YO} 


ESALE AND RETAI 











Called by Dr. J. von 


S&S Sd Liebig “a Treasure of 
Nature,” on account of 
its high degree of 
Chlorides. Recom- 


mended as a mild ape- 
rient and well tried curative for regular use by such medical authorities as Sir 
Henry Thompson, Virchow, Frerichs, and others. 


NATURAL BITTER-WATER. 


Cures constipation, headache, indigestion, hemorrhoids, chronic catarrhal dis- 
— —_—- and bowels, gravel, gout, contion, diseases peculiar to females, and impurities of 
the blood, 





To be had of all leading Grocers and Druggtsts everywhere. 





PRESS OF GILLISS BROTHERS 75-79 FULTON STREET N. Y. 


THE CELEBRATED 


SOHMER 


PIANOS 


ARE PREFERRED BY LEADING 
ARTISTS. 


HIGHEST AWARD CENTENNIAL, 1876. 
HIGHEST AWARD MONTREAL, 1881-1882. 


149 to 155 East 14th St., N. Y. 
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FALL GOODS. 





Are now offering, for the accommodation 
of strangers and others, high-class novelties 
in Brocaded Plushes, Velvets, and Fancy 
Silks. 


Effects in all wool and silk and wool Dress 


Special styles in Figured and Fancy 


Goods, Wraps, Costumes, Suits, Laces and 
Embroideries, Hosiery, etc. 





Deoadwvay KH 19th él. 


NEW YORK. 








THE HARTSHORN SHADE ROLLER 


is as near perfection as anything in that line can be. 


They never get out of order, and will bear rough 
handling. Their mechanism is simple, and com- 
plete, and they are destined to supersede every- 
thing of the kind in the market.—Chicago Inter 
Ocean. 


